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manners. When he talked to one, he always seemed to be bowing
and backing away.
I have spoken of Tres Posos as a water-hole. Actually the water
was some distance below the surface of the grqund. To reach it,
the inhabitants scooped out of the sand great craters called sinotes.
Ironwood and wild palm-trees sent their tap-roots down to the
water table and shaded this dry oasis. The wild palms were
especially interesting. The palm is not native to the West Coast of
North America. Nobody knows the origin of the Lower California
palms.
Camping was simple. Since it never rained, there was no need
for tents. One had to pack only a light cot, to keep the sleeper up
above the rattlesnakes and scorpions, and a blanket to roll up in,
sleeping under the stars or an ironwood tree. I know of few out-
door experiences more pleasurable than to wake up in the gorgeous
dawn of the desert, opening one's eyes upon the lacy branches of
an ironwood overhead full of silent birds. The poet wrote:
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its sweetness on the desert air.
He could not have been speaking of our Western deserts. Desert
life advertises itself to but few of the physical senses. No desert
flowers are fragrant, no desert birds sing. The birds, though, are
often brilliantly plumaged.
Not even an axe was necessary to a camp outfit. The desert was
studded with the ancient stumps of vanished ironwood trees. With
chips, dead cactus trunks—and the cactus growth of Lower Cali-
fornia is the most varied in the world—and a few dry palm leaves,
you built a fire around an ironwood stump, and it burned all night.
It was during this first winter in Lower California that I found
the new species of coyote. They were huge animals, big as a wolf
and double the size of our ordinary Western _coyote. They were'
far too shy and cunning ever to let us get within rifle-shot of them.
The alternative was to poison them. This again presented a diffi-
culty, since after taking a poisoned bait they would run a long
distance and hide away before dying. We solved it by putting
strychnine on tough meat and wiring that bait to an ironwood log.

